sergeant of the guard from stopping every now and then to rub
his hands and wipe the continual flow of dewdrops from his nose,
as in shaky handwriting he filled in numerous forms and reports
for the R.S.M. and the G.O.

But whatever the temperature, it always seemed cold on guard.
A precocious little drummer boy on duty there made toast in
front of a stove for which he had stolen coal from the battalion
dump. To complete the happy picture, five guardsmen dressed in
greatcoats, straps and pouches, ready to be called out at a mo-
ment's notice, lay on their backs on bare iron bedsteads, hands in
pockets, too tired from their twenty-four hours of "two on and
four off," too chilled from the winter air, to have any thoughts or
feelings left of any kind. Better off were a few prisoners in the cells.

"They've no worries," Gelda would mutter when on guard,
jerking his thumb in the direction of the cells; "no bleeding duties.
Use their loaves, they do, lapping it up while we get the balls frozen
off us artside. It don't pay to go straight, like, in the ruddy army."

When he had given his name, and two cigarettes unobtrusively
to a prisoner he had known earlier in his army career, Martin
passed to the glorious freedom of beyond the gates. It was half-
past five. He was only half an hour late. A group of people stood
on the opposite side of the road, waiting for a bus. His eager eyes
instantly distinguished his wife, who saw him at the same moment
and moved slightly away from the others.

After all he had endured, at last his haven. Tears sprang in his
eyes. She came towards him. It was one of the happiest moments
of two lives, and except for an inquisitive look from the sentry,
the world went on in ignorance of it.

"Been waiting long?"

"No," she replied.

"There's a bus coming,"

"You're just in time."

It was a" silent, tedious journey, punctuated by secret hand-
squeezes. But it was soon over. They de-bussed by the "Star," a
notable licensed landmark, and proceeded by dusky lanes towards
the address given by Chesty. In a seduded place they stopped by
mutual consent, and suddenly he was clinging to her.

"My darling."

He hung on silently, burying his head in her shoulder.
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